
The Woman' ©: TheT:im< patch
Books and Business

The avernge man engaged In busi¬
ness will say frankly that ho does not
read books, except those, that relate
to his special business Interests. He
has neither time nor taste for litera¬
ture as literature, and has a small
opinion of Its practical and business
_»alue. ?

The riookmnn magazine of the pres¬
ent month publishes the IUI of hooks
that are "best sellers." throughout the
country. Four out of the six of these
'.best sellers'" aro written by Rich-
mondors. ond Three out of the four
by Richmond women.Mary Johnston,
Kate I>angley Bosher and Ellen Glas¬
gow.
Now, It In absolutely true that these

books and others like them have had
os much or more to do with enlarg¬
ing the business Interests of this
6tate. this city and the entire South,
by drawing the attention of the out¬
side wV>rld to thin section of the coun¬
try, by awakening nn Interest in Its
history, its resources ond Its people,
es any other business enterprises that
can be mentioned.
A Richmond woman who has Justtre-

turned from London, England, nays
that on every hand In the English
metropolis people wero reading 'The
Long Roll." "Miss Gibblo Oault." -Tho
Wilier of Old Church" or "QUeed.1
A business man always has a cor¬

rect Idea of tho value of a good adver¬
tisement. Hut an advertisement may
be rend and quickly forgotten. Not
eo with a book whoso descriptions of
places ond people remain Indelibly
Stamped upon the mind. And again,
what advertisements have been! writ¬
ten or will be written, that will carry
the name of tho State and of Rich¬
mond and Yorktown or Wllliojnsburg,
to tho knowledge of people in every
part of the United States as well as
in other countries. like the books that
have, been mentioned will do?

Instead Of ostensibly bulldijng a wall
bf separation, then, between the husl-
ricss world and the writers of litera¬
ture, tho clever men at tb*» head of
Import.-int organizations should recog¬
nize the very close and Intimate rela¬
tionship between books that, are good
books of their kind and business, and
should acknowledge an obligation
owed accordingly.
While Richmond as a city, was

founded by a literary rrmn. William
Byrd, of Westover, one of the. moat
accomplished1 and graceful writers of
his day. while It has In reality always
been a literary centre, it has never
been more truly famous than now.

Its women have not only done more
than the buslners world possibly could
d" in spreading the name and the fame
cf their native Steto and town abroad
throuphout the land, but they them¬
selves as representatives, of Richmond
and the Old Dominion, are acknowl¬
edged literary leaders throughout the
country, women in whose personality
every one Is Interested, women to the
power of whose Intellect every one Is
glad to pay homage sincere.
Books like "The Ix>ng Roll," "Miss

Olbbie Oault." "Quood." and "T.'xe
Miller of Old Church" may bo reck¬
oned as among the best assets of tho
r.lvtc and municipal community In
which they originate. They will do
more in a year to bring that commu¬
nity Into prominence than could be
effected by years of ordinary bualneaa
Industry and effort.

Premium on Honesty-
The following story was used by

John Mitchell to Illustrate unfair
methods In use at the mines for weigh¬
ing coal. Mr. Mitchell said:
A simple-minded old lady ran a

grocery storo In Scranton. Pa. A man
cam* In one day and asked for a
pound of bacon. The o';d lady rut off
n generous chunk, and then, going to
weigh It. found that she had mislaid
her pound weight.
"Dear me," fhe said, "T can't And

my pound weight nnywhere."
The man. seeing there was about

two pounds of bacon cut off, answered
hastily: "Never mind, my fist weighs a
pound." And he put the bacon on
one aide of the scales and his fist on
the other. The two. of course. Just
balanced.

"It looks kind o' large for a pound,
.flon't it?" asked the old lady as she
¦wrapped the bacon up. "It does look
large." raid the man, os he tucked the
meat under his arm. "Still -"

But Just then the old lady found her
pound weight. "Ah!" she said in a[
relieved voice, "now we enn prove this
business. Put tho bacon on here
again."

But the man wisely refrained frorr.
putting the bacon on the scales tr. be
tested. Ho put his first on ngaln ln-
¦tesd And his-first Just balanced t he
pound weight. The old lady was nv h
pleased. "Wrll done," she snld. "ar d
here's a couple o' red herrln' for yr r

f.kill nnd honesty."

Oupid's Portrait.
AT. women will be glad'to reread'

tho description of Cupid as given by
Jilft mother, Venus. according to
Charles Johnston, who. In writing of
the humor of the Greeks. Introduces
tho' following pen picture, in which
She mother says:

Tho child is most notable, thou
eouldst toll him among twenty to¬

gether; his skin Is not white, but
flame-colored, his eyes keen and burn-
Ing. An evil spirit and a sweet
tongue has he. for his epeech and his
tongue are at variance.
Like honey Is his voice, hut his

heart of gall. All tameless Is ho and
deceitful, the truth Is not In htm', a

¦wily brat end cruel in his pastime.
The locks of his hair are lovely, but

his brow Is impudent, and tiny are his
little hands, yet far he shoots his ar¬
row?, shoots even to Acheron and to
the fiing of Hades.
He hath a little bow and an arrow

always on the string, tiny i3 the
shaft, but it carries as high as heaven.
A goldon quiver on his hack he bears.
iind within It his bitter arrows where-j¦with ho wounds.

If thou catch Love, bind him and
¦bring him. and have no pity. If thou
see him weeping, take heed lest he
give thee the slip: and if he laugh,
hale him along Yen, and if ho wish
to kiss thee, beware, for evil in his
hiss, and his lips are enchanted. And
Should ho sny, Take these. I give thee
in free gifts all rny armory, touch not
at all his treacherous gifts, for they
are. all dipped In lire.

Influence of the Itenutlfal.
A beautiful statue once stood In the

market place of an Italian eliry. It
was the, statue of a Greek slave girl.

It represented the slrfve ns' carefully
and tastefully attired A ragged, un-
rombe.d little street child. coming
across tho statue In her play, stopped
and gazed at it In admiration. 8he
¦was captivated by it. fihe gazed long
«uid lovingly.

A CHIC GOWK ASP SMART SKIRTS FOR BORDERED AXrj PLAIN MATERIALS. L'Art da la Mode.

JUST FROCKS.FOR
Traveling by Boat or Train in Hot Weather.The Most

Correct Wear /.'^o for the Woman
.. no Motors.

Traveling costum'" both boat
(ar,d train for hot r -r are So clev-
'erly planned re- .... s. with an eye to
the practi"- the beautiful com¬
bined, s- .iHiper's Bazar, that It 1?
arum'' possible to arrive at one's
Jotr- y s end after an exhaustive day

heat and dust looking as smart as
though Just attired for a morning
constitutional or hour of shopping.
In Favor of Onrk r«lor«.
Fashion has decided in favor of dark

colors for actual wear in the train,
although for short trips In and out of!
town llshter shades are permissible.
"With a dark cloth sktrt-ar.d-coat cos¬
tume, for example, a waist of corre¬
sponding hue. but of the coolest ma¬
terial procurable, will be even more
comfortable than a white shirtwaist,
and will appear Infinitely more trim
and attractive both at the commence¬
ment and at the end of the day.
White Shirtwaist Question.
The white shitt waist question has

really never been definitely settled.!
for some women contend that It is
much better to wear a waist that can
be laundered Others contend that the;
difficulties of having the waist laun¬
dered at the end of the journey counti
against It. An adjustable yoke or
gulmpe that can bs laundered wlth-j
out any difficulty Is most sensible of,
ny, and these yokes can be made tojfit to perfection, and so arranged thai]they may be attached to the wa'sti
with patent ciasps. The present hid-j
fous fad, that ennnot be dignified by,the name of "fashion.' of wearing a
low-cut waist on all occasions, Is not
to be contemplated for -a traveling,
»istiime. A collarless waist is not
unbecoming to a young girl with a
good throat, but a low-cut neck Is
positively inappropriate, and generally
moat unbecoming, for anything but a
more or less elaborate 3tyle of waist.
Waists With Tailor Roirnn.
Too much attention cannot be paid

to the waists that are to be worn with!
tho tailor gowns. The extremely plain'
lingerie waists, with the Jabot or the
cotton voile waist, the color of the
gown Itself, are equally pretty,, but
when worn with serge, for Instance,
care should be taken that the deslgfl
of the waist Is not too elaborate.
Small Ilata Very Smart.
Small hats with tailor-made costumes

areL.far smarter this year than aro the

large ones. Many of tho shapes are
too eccentric to he generally recom¬
mended, but almost all are practical In
being made of rough straw, trimmed
with stiff bows or wings that will
stand exposure to wind and weather.
For^irly autumn unquestionably the

smartest hats will be considerably
fnialler than any thst have made their
appearance for some time past, but for
the country, of course, wide-brimmed
hats remain most In favor while the
warm weather, lasts.
I'ongce uuil TiiHSor.
Heavy pongee and' tussor are much

used for summer traveling gowns.
They are most practical, for there are
few materials so totpfortable to wear
In hot weather. If a long Journey is
taken, it is necessary, though, to he
provided with a coat or wrap of heav¬
ier weight.
I.oug Auto Coat.
Motoring has made an Immense

amount of difference as regards the
"traveling gown, so much more atten¬
tion is paid to the long, all-enveloping,
so-called auto coat, under which It is
possible to wear the most elaborate of'
gowns. Even for a long Journey in a
railway train it Is, possible to wear!
quite an elaborate gown If the long;
motor rlrak Is at hand, for there is no
danger of the gown being injured by
dirt, or dust. These new long coats are|
very smntt and becoming, and do not]
in the least resemble the loose, shape-
less onos that were worn when motors
first came into use, and when women
did not care how they looked, so long
as .hi Ir gowns were protected.
Stone for IJrepd.
An artist painted a great, picture,

and many people came to see. "Won¬
derful:" they exclaimed. "So clever!
So o.-lglnal!"
And the critics remarked: "What

perfect drawing! What masterful com¬
position! Noto how the lights atld
shadows balance! Aad the coloring.
so strong, and y*t so full of atmos¬
phere!" And they quarreled as to
whether or not it belonged to tho Im-
press'onlst scliool.
A friend, meeting the artist, con¬

gratulated htm on winning such ap¬
preciation.

ELLA M. WARE.

His Only Friends
John Macy. In tho Atlantic Monthly,

says that Poe lived, worked and died
in such Intellectual solitude that (Iris.
Void could write Immediately after \
his death that he left few friends.
Though at the height of his career in
New York, between the appearance of
"The Raven" and the time when pov¬
erty and Illness claimed him Irrevoca¬
bly, he appears as a lion In gatherings
of the literati, yet It Is asserted that
among them his only affectionate
friends were two or three women.
A Short Sermon.
The best thing to give your enemy

is forgiveness; to an opponent, toler¬
ance; to a friend, your heart; to your
child, a good example; to your father,
deference; to your mother, conduct
that will make her proud of you; to
yourself, respect; to all around you,charity.
Flonem That Took Prlxen.
The poor women in the tenements

of TVhlteohnpel road In London had
a contest, and the flowers that took
the prizes were grown In pots that
hung out in alleys of the worst sec¬
tion In London, ill tha roses and the
jonquils h"lnK victorious over soot and
grime.
MnM Trnnble Objection.
Perhaps the most tenable of all ob¬

jections to granting the ballot to wo¬
men, and one which leaves \t some-
th'ng of an open question whether do.lay would h« wise, is basod upon the!
mental qualiflcfitlons of the sex. Un¬doubtedly women nre In considerable IIgnorance regarding tho forms and
purposes of governments Yet it is
Asking a good (leal of any one that' he
should Interest himself minutely in n
matter With which he Is allowed nodirer t and efficacious, concern And tobrine up examples of women's nbsurb
and impracticable notions of politicalaffairs is no more reasonable than to
quote against men the preposterouslegislation daily suggested or carriedthrough It were as Just to makelight of the average Intelligence of
our nation's fathers because, for ex¬ample. Henry Clay held three year?to ho ample time for protection toplace the manufactures of the countryupon their feet.

Green and whito madras with plaincolored trimmings and yoke and un-
dersleevos of finely tucked lawn makes
an efftrtive combination In a wash
frock.

A striped and dotted gingham, with
a belt of heavy white cotton braid,
has the front, back and sleeves of the
waist In one with centre back seam.

GARDENS AND THEIR MAKERS
"In these times the ploy shall bo

Wholesome play, not In theatrical gar¬
dens, with tin flowers and gas sunshine
and girls dancing because of their mla-
ery, but In true gardens, with real
(lowers ond real sunshine and children
dancing because of their gladness.".
The Craftsman.

_

Gardens of Childhood
As children we began the making of

gardens. While our doll children were
asleep t^e made gardens for them to
walk In when they awoke from their
open-eyed slumber. With shells or
pebbles we laid paths leading to nooks
of enchanted beauty; with a leaf or
two we made groves peopled with
dancing fairies; a withered flower,
under the magic of our child Imagina¬
tion, blossomed into masses of bloom;
n broken bit of glass became splash¬
ing, flashing fountains. Now we are
older and have put away many child¬
ish things, but the making of gardens
ye have resumed as o wise, satisfying
tfhing to do again.
Itetil Garden, Full of Flowers.

Instead of n heap of sand, a leaf, a
bit of glass, the whim of a moment,
the Inconsequent fingers of childhood,
we now possess ourselves of a plot of
ground and some seed, and with definite,
purpose at>d capable finger.* we mako a
garden, a true garden, full of real
dowers, where our real children can
dance In the reai sunshine.
We are tired of "gas sunshine," the

constrained life of the city, and want
to dig In the ground, to plant nnd plan'
tnd grow young again, out In the sun¬
shine that creates beauty and reno-vs
youth.
Gateways to Hardens.

If there is no view to hold first in¬
terest, there is the possibility of mak¬
ing the approach or gateway the main
feature Gateways have ever been of
especial Interest to designers, to those]who dwell within their portals and
to those who dwell without As rooms
reveal the character of their owners,
so gateways exp'oso the taste and her¬
ald the type of garden or home they
give entrance to They proclaim the
garden as formai, natural, extravagant.
*lmjd*
Next Year.

Harriet Joor In tho Craftsman for
August has written a Story of a wo¬
man Yvho knows herself to he rapidly
fading out of lifo, tho victim of nn
Incurable disease. The woman keeps
her secret and Is altogether brave about
It. But the author draws a pathetlo
picture of- the woman putting her house

In order when she says:
Still In softened mood, she drew from

her deBk certain old papers whose
destruction she'had delayed from year
to year, and as she tenderly read again
the messages from homo folk and from
friends of her youth, she dropped the
sheets one after the other Into tho
glowing grate
Last of all, she came upon tho little

packet of love-lettors that had once
made her girl's heart beat fast, und
with a curious sense of detachment
she read ugatn the brief notes ovor
which gke had once trembled. No,
Horace had not been demonstrative,
even then; her eager spirit alone had
read the warmth Into the quiet sen¬
tences. Well, his Impulsive young
wife had quickly grown into tho still
reticent type of his Ideal, and he had
seemed well content when she ceased
to run to meet him, or lift her face
for his perfunctory kiss. But ho had
meant to be kind,.so the woman rea¬
lized now, looking with wide, honest
eyes Into tho coals where his notes lav
crisping; and If under his cold formal
kindness some live thing hud died In
her young breast, he had never known
It. 'Beneath her baby's fumbling touch,
her numbed heart had waked again,
but even yet. with quivering lips, she
could recall how fearfully she had hid¬
den from him her Joy in this new love.
Keeping; Had Company.
A farmer's corn was destroyed by

the cranes that ffd in his held. Great¬
ly annoyed, he declared that ho would
llnd a way out of the trouble.
A net was set In which the cranes

wore snared. There was also among
them a beautiful stork who had been
visiting With the cranes, and had come
to them from a neighboring roof.

".Spare me," pleaded the stork "I
am Innocent; Indeed 1 am I never
touched any of your belongings."
"That may bo true," answered the

farmer;" but I find you among them
and I Judge you accordingly."
The only perfectly safe rule Is to

keep out. of bad company.

Porcb Furniture.
The porch always plays an Important

part In the bungalow-dwellers' lives,
and should be furnished with the same
care given the interior of the house
Comfortable chairs and a hammock, a
table or two for books and tea. will
render It attractive. A tea wagon it;
a help to tho porch hostess, also a
screen heovv enough not to blow over
easily. It Is a good plan to have a
part of the. porch screened, with copper
mosquito netting.

American Women, Drudges
Harper's Weekly for August 5 has

an article based upon what Is con¬
sidered by the writer to be the only
liberty enjoyed by the American wo¬
man.that of drudgery.
The artlelo 's ono written by a keen

observer of people and conditions. It
says In part; "Upon tho woman un¬doubtedly foils the burden of making,in whatever circumstances she Isplaced, a home; and a home! if it
means anything at ajl, is not a meroshelter, but a place o£ refuge, ad¬
equately adapted for; tho pleasure andcomfort of a family. No pno who has
compared English living In tho mid¬dle classes with American, but willadmit that tho English know moroabout homes.

"In the first place, they understandthat a home, to be a refuge to thofamily, must have a certain Isola¬tion. Civic pride and a democratic
spirit have torn down hedges In
America and thrown" living out intothe stroot, free to tho gaze of the
general passerby.
"Tho American woman thus suffersfrom external publicity and the pene¬tration of public noise. Secondly, she

copes year by year with Instabilityof the homo life. No American womanfeels fairly assured that she will have
next year the cook and maid she train¬ed this year. There Is no such thing
as pride In a place long held and a
service ovt>r more satisfying and
¦worthy. Therefore, every woman whola at the hend of a house is not only
a general overseer, but sho io on oc¬
casion separately cook. gardener,housemaid, seamstress, mother, wife,hostess and lady; separately she is each
of these, and the demand upon herfrequently is that she be all simul¬
taneously.

"This drudgery of the American wo¬
man which grows out of the insta¬bility of service and the publicity ofhome life Is aggravated by a total lackof simple and wholesome pleasures.The total separation of the tastes I*
nowhere so marked as in America.Indeed It Is /most Interesting to see
In American gatherings, excepting such
as nr» formed for young folk of, mar¬riageable age, how natural and In-
Gtinctive Is the clustering of the wo¬
men in one corner for'one kind of talk
and of the men In another for another
kind of talk.
"There is no doubt about It, what¬

ever men marry for, women marry for
companionship, and the American wo¬
man gets less companionship from herhusband than any woman In the civ¬ilized world. He has business Interests
to the exclusion of artlotlo. or Intellec¬
tual Interests. If a man's life Interest
be art or literature, ho only wantB to
epenk of his pursuits with profession¬als. So the habit of conversation is
dying out and the art of conversation
Js long since dead.
"Add to this the fact that the mid¬dle-class American woman Is the mostheavily convention-ridden woman on

the faco of the reath, and It la seen
that her vaunted liberty is, after all,but a matter of slight scope."

The Warrior Dead.
Mary JohnEton's war book, "The

Long Roll," pays a tribute to tho paus¬ing of Turner Ashby's heroic spiritthat many Virginians will read to-daywith bnted breath and dimming eye,
eo great Is the power of the writer
In taking the mind back to the days
of Stonewall's Valley campaign, and
the cavalry leader who helped him to
win It.
Sho says of Ashby: "He lay at mid¬

night In a room of an old house ofPort Republic. They had laid him
upon a narrow bed. an old, singlefour-poster, with tester and valance.
"The village women had broughtflowers; of these there was no lack.

All the blossoms of .Tune were heapedabout him. He lay In uniform, upontho red-lined cloak, his plumed hat
heslde him. his sword in his hand. His
staff watched in the room, seated w'th
bowgd heads beside the open win¬
dow.
"An hour before the dawn some one

spoke to the sentry without the door,then gently turned the handle and
entered the chamber. The watchers
aro^e and stood at salute. 'Kindlyleave General Ashby and me alone to¬
gether for a little while, gentlemen.*
said the visitor. The. officers filed out.
The last one turning softly to close the
door, saw Jackson kneel.
"From .Port Republic, by Brown'sGap, over tho Blue Ridge Into Albe-

marle, moved Ashby's funeral cortege.Tho dead general's mother was in Win¬
chester. They would have taken him
there, but could not for Freemon"s
army was between So, as seemed next
most fit. they carried him across the
mountains Into Albemarle, to the Uni¬
versity of Virginia. At the top of tho
Blue Ridge, while the cortege rested,tho soldiers heard the cannon of Cross
Keys, and with a glass made out the
battle smoke.
"Thon down and down they wound,from the cool, blowing air of tho

heights Into the warm .lune region of
red roads, shady trees and clear
streams, tall wheat and ripening cher¬
ries, old houses and gardens.
"At Meechum'a station, on the Vir¬

ginia Central Railroad, the oolfln made
at Port Republic, .was lifted flom the-
ambulance, out of a bed of fadingl'owers. It was wrapped In a bat-
tleilag. The crowd bowed Its heat!.
An old minister lifted a tremblinghand. 'Cod.this thy servant.' The
women brought their lilies, their great
sprays of citron aloes. The bell rangslowly and tolllngly. The train moved
toward Charlottesvllle, and the little
crowd of country folk was left In
the Juno sunshine with tho empty am-
butanes

"In the gold afternoon, the bell slow¬
ly ringing, the train crept into Char¬
lottesvllle For an hour the body lay
between the white columns before the
rotunda of the university that Jeffer¬
son had bulli Soldiers and civilians,
women and children, passing before the
bier, looked upon the marble face and
the hand that clasped the sword. Then,
toward sunset, the coffin lid was closed,the bearers took the coffin up. the
"Dead March" began again, and all
moved toward tho churchyard beyonC
the university."basket of the Day.
Into tho basket of thy day
Put each thing good and each thing

gay
That thou can'at find along thy way)
Neclest no Jov, however small,
And It shall verily befall
Thy day can scarcely hold them all.

Within the basket of thy dayLet nothing evil find Its way.
And lot no frets and worries stay.
So shall each day be brays nnd fair.
Holding of joy Its happy share.
And rlndimr blessings everywhere.

.PRISC1LLA LEONARD.
Over the Teacups.
Some women were discussing over

their afternoon tea the statement that
n men U no more a. hero to bis wife
lhap to his valet There seemed to be
,!-*. Apposition to the idea that a'
man's servant did not appreciate him.
but rill stoutly maintained that their
husbands were heroic.In ono way or
another

'My husband Is very heroic." nald
No. 1. "For Instance, he will gtva
up his visit to-the club to play Jack- ¦-

i.tw.ws with my old mother, and ßhe'a
his mother-in-law, you know."

"I think I can beat that." remarkedNo ü "When my milliner's quarterlybill comes In my husband smiles an he
writes a check, and never thlnka of
looking at the Items."

"I can give you a bettor examplethan either of these,' exclaimed Mrs.
White. "When the morning p*p«r
comes at breakfast time my husband
always offers rno the first reading of
It."
An Informal vote awarded the last

speaker's hu.'iband the medal of hero-
Ism.


